
Gtltf FIIImI Slp.it Bins, 15c
apcciai 10 .niruuucc i

rour Mome. fThU Uold Shell Simi
Rtot with ExtriUrr Top. UdicV
or Gent' Ring. Retail Jewelry
.tore chirr 50c OUR SPECIAL

rare your oa Free.

MEXICAN DIAMOND COMPANY
4BMMANMU n tt

This Suit Free
ToUrnhowymcanhvaiwllUIWrd.m1t

MMOM17 IVM (WO D1I XprvM,I fMM 19

rf try dfi t Imtb what baautif at taJ tofing ml-

taatun JMtf MrapMf mod ixjm to pick from,
ud bb our hi rood voa can nudllr mImt it.

y

No noMy or nMrUnea imoom.. jfovr spci tlJtlmo wllldp. Vrit noWMw, AcWlroM Ww

ISfi

s.ih

ftfe 920mDmy
winnutnumiciiimlMMIiirttttlte. Take, de.Vepe, oalataa

photolahaifnlnutoiMaahoer.
pounroon.AMrwiM1

roe corn moan earaa
profit. Bajoorowatoee. Writ
lor free atook, Teatlmnnlalo, He.
AMIIUCAM IHUTB PHOTO CO.

nmh Bin. cuum, hi.

CUMB THE LADDER TO SUCCESS

rj Our years ot experience 11 null order expert!
JtH enable ui to start In profitable business.

Snull Investment, quick returns. Urn profit.

t Positive proof inJ booklet free.

PEASE MANUFACTURING CO.. Ucorponed
D.pt. 144 Broadway. Buffalo, N. Y.

"Whaty'Doin
Now, BUI?
You don't have to ask that question

of a trained man, because you know
hit position u a permanent one
that he w not at the mercy of conditions
that affect the untrained man.

Voa can ahvay be sure of a good
position and a good salary if you have
the special training puts and
keeps you in demand. The al

Correspondence Schools will
bring special training to you,
matter where you live, or how little
spare time or spare cash you have.

To leant how the I. C S. can kelp you,
tad bow you caa easily qualify for iucce
in your chosen occupation mtA. ma3
the attached coupon today. Doing to coat
you only the pottage. You awuroe no
obligation. Do it NOW.

! INTCDMimiiTrnDDMBnKricvrrj crurwiit 1
UIIM.U1MWIHWVV1U.WIVI1UU1UIIM1VUU f' Boxisaa SCRAMTON.PA.

I Explain, wltaMttvrther obligation oa mrpart. kovl
flcenjaBuyjortho poaUlon before I mark X.'

jOaotTteet r.ntlim r
Klee. UghUng Supt,
Telephone Kapert
Architect
UiiUdlna Contractor
Araalleaiaral Ilreftaaaa
Htnictural Engineer
SMMte DwtiiMHi

Ljigtneer
Meakealeal Draruuaaa
CItU Engineer
aiaeSaoerialaalfet
btatlonarr Engineer
naaeleg Ita tlltlag
Qu Engine
1WMII, Keeelaf

tPreaent

Ko.

Monogram Rfoi

tlaraaa&a
lnvaataaaBft

eat

you

USj

that

no

and

which

CtTtlSerTloa
BWKAmpinr a.
eteaeeeeBTTreewrtttag
Window Trifnmlng P
Hhonr Card Writing If
Uttarbfutaimraauiai'ti
AurerUsuia
OaaiaerelBl ilhetraUat
Industrial I)fla7uxur
Commercial Law
Teacher
English Tlrtnchet
l'oultrr larmlng
iarttiHwe ulik
Utalat Imi)ilau O.mu

SUNDAY MAGAZINE FOR JULY 7. 1012

The Worth of the CamUa
(Continued from far pi

prettily. Then, her mind made up, she
smiled mischievously and tiptoed for-
ward.

"A woman who understands the
dress of the islands would have noticed
her camissita, of costly iiw cloth, as
thin as gauze, becomingly red and

in little flowers. From her
slender hips fell the skirt of some
white material, and around her waist
was wrapped a lapis of black silk. Her
feet bare, as is the custom of the
islands, moved back and forth in the
beaded velvet slippers she wore. Her
face but one cannot describe a vision.
You've all seen Mason's eyes, big and
brown and dreamy. Well, her's were
like that, only black and brighter. So
with her hair a shimmering black
aureole around an enchantment of love-
liness. No wonder her beauty had
spread through the islandsl

"But as she came tiptoeing toward
Mason a bird just over his head burst
suddenly into song. It was a fanfare
for his Princess, and, turning, Mason
saw her. Never mind what he mum-
bled when he begged her pardon for
having startled her. If you think I'm
going to tell abo it that man's con-
fusion you. are mistaken. Only I shall
tell you that Marthe, laughing to her-
self, replied in pure Spanish:

"'But, Seiior, you have trespassed,'
and to do that is wrong.'

"Then, unable to restrain her feel-
ings, she laughed merrily. So did
Mason only he laughed longer, so
as to give his scattered wits time to
collect. Meanwhile she stood watch-
ing him, a puzzled smile hovering at
the corners of her lips. And, seeing
he was making a tool of himself,
Mason replied:

"'But I. did trespass. I am a stran-
ger. I have lost my way in the woods.
How shall I find my way back to San
Fernando?'

" 'Walk fifteen feet to the road,' she
directed, and Mason knew her eyes
were laughing at him. Turn to the
right and walk. In an hour you will
reach San Fernando.'

"Never mind whether Mason fol-
lowed her directions or not. Remem-
ber it was in in the soft
tropics, with the lands of the conven-
tions thousands of miles away. Re-
member, too, that Mason, like some
troubadour of old, had come seeking
his Lady of Dreams. No galley had
borne him, but he had come by the
Dagupan Railroad, which I know to
be infinitely worse.

"And so began the courtship of
Marthe of San Fernando and Mason,
the sergeant of Manila. Of course,
they nrranged things so they both at-
tended a concert, and, acting as if they
had never before seen each other, were
introduced by the old Presidenle, her
father. Subsequently Mason, being a
very wise young person, talked with
him about the future of the islands,
always ending with some unblushing
lie as to how conditions in San Fer-
nando were better than anywhere else.
So it was not long before the Prtsi-dent- e

began inviting Mason to his
home, a great stone haciendo set back
frcm the road in a grove of banana
trees. And. as Marthe always found
an excuse to remain in the room,
Mason was happy.

"But one day Marthe wasn't in the
room. She had remained in the
garden. Before her a book lay opened.
The paces of it. thouch. she was not
reading. Instead, she was watching
the sunset. Over the haciendo wall the
sky was turning over toward the blue
hills of Luantula, their crests slowly
changing from scarlet to gold. Off in
the forests the birds were cheeping
drowsily. From the stables sounded
the tinkle of a bell. But to Marthe
the soft coming of twilight brought no
tranquility. Instead, she began to
glance uneasily over her shoulder
nervous glances directed at the library
window. From behind its curtains, you
see, Mason was asking the old Presi-den- te

for the hand oflhis daughter in
marriage.

"I don't know how Mason ap-
proached him, but he must have blun-
dered. As he told it to me, the old
man flew into a rage, called him a
presumptuous American and ordered
him from the house. I think his last
words to Mason were:

"'My daughter is of the old aristo-
cratic blood of the islands. She is not

for any American. And a sergeant
not even a commissioned officer I The
impudence of it bah!'

"But before leaving Mason went to
the garden. Alt Spain couldn't have
stopped him. Of course, Marthe cried
and Mason said all the things and
more that a man says at such times.
He said other things, too. And as
she heard them Marthe brightened,
even laughed. Then Mason wcnTThfj
way. Back to Manila he turned, but
always before him was the picture of
his Princess leaning over the haciendo
wall watching until a bend in the road
drew a green curtain across the scene.

"A week later the President e put
Marthe in the Convent of Our Lady
of Muries a gray prison in the old
walled city of Manila. But more than
convent walls were necessary to shut
out the love of Marthe and Mason.
Every Monday Inez, a young servant
in the Presidente's household, came to
the convent for Marthe's washing. A
week later she returned, and always at
the bottom of the wash-bask- lay a
note from Mason. Also, before Inez
left for San Fernando she met him
and delivered the note which Marthe
always had ready. And .o their love
grew and grew warmer, stronger.

'Thc weeks passed and Mason's term
of service was drawing to'a close. On
a Friday night he was to receive his
discharge. That Monday Inez carried
a note into the coiucnt. It was rilled
with material facts and plans some-
thing that none of the others had been.
It told that Mason had arranged every-
thing for their marriage on Saturday!"

At this point Illakc interrupted me
with aWexclamatlon.

"How could they be married? In
the convent?" he asked sarcastically.

For an answer I went on with the
story.

"Of course, it was to be an elope-
ment. Once a year the girls in that
convent are taken down to Manila Bay
for a swim. Guarded by the nuns they

before daybreak and dress on the
each. Now. in Marthe's last letter

she told that Saturday was to be the
day, and Mason had his plans instantly.
As the procession of girls and nuns
filed out of the gate he was to be wait-
ing just across the Malycon Drive
with a cochero and a team of horses.
As soon as Marthe saw him she was
to' slip out of the procession and run
to meet him. Then the cochero would
drive them to Malita, where Mason
had arranged to have a minister marry
them. Of course, under the circum-
stances to be married by a padre was
impossible. Not only was Mason a
Protestant, which would require time
for a dispensation, but the banns would
have to be published.

"So about an hour before dawn on
Saturday we drove down the Malycon
Drive and drew up in the shadows
near the old walled city. I was along,
as best man. Just opposite was the
Cale Real gate, with its drawbridge
and the moat that rimmed the wall as
far as it went. One by one the stars
were paling and dying. The color of
the heavens had changed no longer
light but the serious noble blue of
rare sapphires, a faint radiance that
drew a silvery veil over the earth. Be-
yond the tree tops the walls and
towers of old Manila lay in a dark
silhouette against the enchanted sky
a medieval fantasy living again. And
as,I watched the drawbridge, silent and
grim, I almost expected to hear it
rattle down and a knight in shining
mail to come faring forth.

"Then the drawbridge did rattle
down. The gate clanked back. Two
vague forms dressed in white appeared
in the darkened aperture. After them
came others, scores of them, all white
and hooded, a strange procession that
stole slowly into the night birds leav-
ing a cage, the door of which had been
opened. But then I saw other forms,

d from head to foot the
nuns who walked as those in white
walked, step for step, silent figures,
dark shadows falling across the birds.
."Now the leaders had passed us and

gone the other way. I noticed Mason.
I was afraid they would hear his ex-
cited breathing. I felt his hand tremble
as. raising it, he brushed my cheek.
Then I saw him wave.

"'Marthe I Marthe!' he called.
"Toward us a girl was running agirl in white, who had suddenly darted

from her place in the procession. Be-
hind her a commotion had arisen. A
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nun cried out in alarm. Others joincu
her, their voices raised shrilly. Some-
where a girl healed into laughter
another, another, as the word sped
from one white form to the other.

"Now Mason had caught Marthe in
his arm.

" 'Quick 1' I warned. 'The nuns arc
coming.'

"Already their black hoods were
hastening toward us. Into the carriage
we lifted Marthe. The cochero cracked
his whip. The horse's hoofs began to
beat their sharp tattoo, Down the
Malycon Drive, under the cocoanut
palms, we dashed with the cochero
jabbering wildly in Spanish. Louder
and louder grew the rattle of our ca-
rriagefainter and fainter the cries of
the nuns.

'And as Malita came out of the
night to meet us. dawn crept up the
sky, flushing the towers of the walled
city in faint lightings of pink and
violet. And across the lovers' faces
there stole a breeze not a brece, just
a quiet moving of soft odors from one
place to the other."


